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Help. 


Author's Notes: 

This crossover ship is based off of RP's with my dear friend, Eddie! 

Without their ridiculousness and support, | would've never had the motivation to write this! Love ya’, man! This 
is for youl 

And of course, LOVE ALL OF YOU WHO READ MY LAME FICS. 

You guys rock! (Lame pun :3 ) 


ENJOY! 


| don't understand how you can understand me. Yet somehow | am able to understand you. You are much 
smaller than | am, but height doesn't matter to me. It never did. | hope you realized that, because you were 


the one who raised me up when | was down, was my healer, my lover and my guiding hand in the darkness. 


Everyone tried to help me, and l'm not saying that what they did, didn’t help.'m just saying that what you did, 
helped me a little more. You were always there when | needed your soft voice..your kind, reassuring voice. You, 


and that Australian accent | loved so much! 


You listened to me, and | listened to you. 
When | cried, you embraced me, telling me: "It's okay now. I'm here." 


When you cried, it was | who embraced you, telling you: 


"Don't worry.'ve got ya'." 


No one will replace you Angus. Nobody. You taught me that people aren't just play things. People are people, 
and like all living things.. 


People have hearts. 

But.unlike most people, you opened up your heart to me, and | reciprocated..by opening up my heart to you. 

| remember the one night you found me, waiting in the alley, after the practice with your band, wearing my 
black leather battle jacket, dark blue jeans and black leather lace up boots to match my jacket. Do you 
remember? | wore my guitar case on my back, using only one strap over my right shoulder, right hand holding 
it steady. You were surprised to see me, but | wasn't. 


| needed to talk to someone. 


| remember what you said. 
"What's wrong, mate?" You asked me. | inhaled sharply. Hell, | fought back tears. 


"Been thinking about.Cliff.." | replied, and shifted the weight on my feet. | don't remember how | managed to 
walk to the chair by the far side of the brick wall.my feet felt like cinderblocks at that point. | slumped down 
onto the chair. You were immediately by my side, soothing me, and | began to sob. 

"| just.can't-.imagine.." | began, but was unable to continue with my throat going dry. All| could feel was your 
arms around me. | buried my face into your shoulder. There wasn't anything else that felt right other than 
doing that. You soothed me, rubbing my back, speaking your soft words to me. 

Assuring me. 

Understanding me.. 

And the monster that |, James Hetfield, used to be. 


You meant everything to me. 


You still mean everything to me. 


You are still the Angus Young that | know. 
And I'm still the James Hetfield that you know. 
| want you know that.. 


| love you. 


